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THE YARDSTICK OF HEAVEN 


Somehow it just doesn't make 
sense. We were reading the other 
day the Gospels according to St. 
Maetthew’and came dcross the 25th 
chapter, verse 31, "When the Son 
of Man shall come in His majesty 
and all the angels with Him, and 
then He shall sit upon the seate- 
of His majesty: and all the 
nations shall be ‘gathered to# 
gether before Him, and He shall 
separate them one from another, 
as the shephard separateth the 
sheep from the goats: and He 
shall set the sheep on His right 
hand, but the goats on His left. 
Then shall the King say to them 
that shall be on His right hand: 
'Come ye,ye blessed of My Father 
possess ye the kingdom prepared 
for vou from the foundation of 
the world'", 


Now,’ we understood that very 
well, though we confess that 
cold shivers ran down our spine 
as we read it; for the picture 
was mighty’and vivid, and our 
imagination, transcending the 
limits of time, saw that fearful 
end glorious Day of Judgment, 
when Christ in all His majesty, 
with His guard of angels, would 
pronounce é6ur fate for all eters 


nity. Yes, we understood what 
our faith taught us thus fron 
' childhood. It was very clear, 


anc we read on: 


"Por I was hungry and you gave 
Me to cats I was thirsty and you 
gave Ve to drinks I was a strane 
ger and you took Me in; naked 
and you covered Me; sick and you 


pa a a i eet 


bk hadi eee 


eg seen en ee 


visited Me; I was in prison and 
you came to Me. Then shall thé 
just answer to Him,saying: 'Lord, 
when did we see Theehungry and 
feed Thee; thirsty and gave Thee 
to drink? And Wpen did we see 
Thee a stranger and take Thee 
in? Or when'did we see Thee sick 
or in prison,and come to Thee?!" 


Now that was a‘question that we 
understood too, for probably we 
would have put a similar questio 
to our Lord had we been privi- 
lcged énough to be on the side 


of the just. For it is rather 
incomprehensible that Christ 
would have needed all these 


hings and anyone would not have 
given them to Him. So we read 
on: 


"And the King answering, shall 
say to them:'A,en, I say to you, 
as long as you did it to one of 
these lly least brethren you did 
it to me," 


We confess that this was a 
little overwhelming, for it made 
awesome things simple and mystee 
rious things cléar. And we saw 
ina flash that,after all, there 
was the yardstick of heaven, All 
we hdd to do from now on 'till 
death, wes to feed the hungry, 
give drink to the thirsty,clothe 


the naked, look after the sick 
and visit those in prison. Apd 
if we did that out of the love 
of God we would be on the right 


side’of Him on that Day of Judge 
ment, dnd heaven woulée be our 
portion,for we would be fulfille- 
ing the two conmandments of lové 
of God and our neighbor,’ 
this was sinple and clear,yct we 
read on; 


“Then He shall say to them also 
that shall be 6n His left‘*hand: 
‘Depart from Me,you cursed, into 
everlasting fire which was pree 
pared for the devil and’ his 


angels. For I was hungry, and 
you gave Me not to eats I was 
thirsty and you gave Me not to 
jrink; I was a stranger and you 


took Me not in;sick and in prise 
on and you did not visit me, 


ia anes alice on dens ak eee 


Yes,” 
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As we read we got frightened, 
How easy it was to get to hell, 
after all.And we visualized ours 
selves on the left hand of God 
on this terrible Judgment Days 
Here was a simple yardstick by 
which for eternity we would be 
precipitated to hell. We alnost 
could fec]l the tremor of fear of 
those souls who asked the ‘fole 
lowing question of our Lordj for 
they knew that théy were going 
to hear His answer, and that it 
would decide their eternity! A 
fearsome ,thought. So we resad on: 


"Shen they also shall answer Him 
saying, 'Lord,when ‘did we see You 
hungry of thirsty,or a stranger, 
or naked, or sick, or in prison 
and did not minister unto Thee?! 
Then He shall answer them saying 
‘Amen I say to you as long as you 
did it not to one of these my 
least ones,neither did you do it 
to Me.* And they shall go into 
everlasting punishment, but the 
just unto life everlasting." 


On this dramatic note ends thee 
Chapter 25th of St. Matthew, Ayd 
as we thovght it over it did not 
make sense to us; that is, not 
the Gospels, They were perfoctly 
clear and very simple. But. what 
did not make sense to us was the 
attitude of the majority of the 
twenty million Catholics of the 
U. Se to the Negro in tho sane 
U. Se Hére was a clear-cut doe 
finition, an absolutely simple 
yardstick of our Judgment. If wo 
did practice the corporal and 
Spiritual works of mercy toward 
our brethren, especially the 
least of them,we would be 6n the 
right hana of God. If not, we 
vould be on the left, with all 
the - consequences’ that follow 
from that pnlacoment. Neither was 
this a mattor of speculation, It 
was,and is, and always shall be, 
an intcsral part of our faith , 
without which we cannot save our 
souls. 


Yet here we are,Catholics of the 
U. Se, telling’the Lord daily 
that we believe,and daily breake 
ing this belief in our lives, 


. For all over the U.S.A. in every 


large city and town, there is 
a Harlem. And in it, segregated 
not by walls of brick and mortar 
but by prejudice and discrimin- 
ation that’most of us have in 
our hearts, lives the Negro. 
Pardon me, 4f we are to believé 
the Gospel, not only thé Negro 
but Christ in the Negro. And 
pray, whet do wo do to Christ in 
the ‘Negro? How do we act toward 
Him? How ao we treat him? For 
He is definitely in these, our 
least brethren, the Negro. Tye 
Gospel assures us. 


Yet by revelation we might hear 
Something like this onthe Judge 
ment Day of any white American 
Catholic who has prejudice in 
his or her heart toward the 
colored race, and who helps to 
keep it in the tregic position 
in which it is today.There would 
bo Cyrist,sitting on His throne 
and there before Him would be 
a White American Cathnolic.It is 
quite conveiveble that in ade 
dressing him Christ would say, 
“I was hungry for THE JUSTICE of 
My Father end you did not give 
Me to eat.And I was thirsty. FOR 
FRIENDSHIP and UNDERSTANDING and 
vou did not give me to drink, And 
I was naked of any PRIVILEGES 
AND RIGHTS BELONGING TO ME AS A 
HUMAN BEING, SUCH AS THE RIGHT 
TO WORK, THES RIGHT TO THE P UR~ 
SUIT OF HAPPINESS; and you did 
not clothe Me'with them, And [I 
was in prison,the bars of which 
were not made of iron and stcel 
but prejudice and ciscriminatim, 
and you NEITHER BROK® these 
bars NOR VISITED ME, And I was 
sick with despair and loneljness 
and you did not minister ark 


And we are sure that the sure 
prised soul of 2 white American 
Catholic would ask our Lom thon 
and there with a slight tremor 
in its voice, “Lord, when did I 
not do all thesé things to 
Thee?" ‘And then, oh horrible 
thought, for the last time. in 
all cternity the voice of Umist 
would reeeché in the soul, and 
Hc would say, “Dopert from Me/ 





you cursed, into everlasting 
fire which was prepared for the 
dev#l1 and his angels, For I 
was in the American Negro, and 
vou = you, ‘were a white American 
Catho lic" ' 


Yes, we-repeat, it is quite cone 
eccivdble that such a conversa- 
tion, if it can be called one 
is at this very minute takin 
plate at the judgment seat o 
Cod. 


NO,IT DOESN'T MANE ANY SENSE TO 
US, AS WE READ‘OVER THE GOSPEL 
OF Sif. MATTHEW , THAT WHITE 
CATHOLIC AMERICA DONSN'T SEE 
CHRIST IN THS NEGRO. DONS IT 
TO YOU? 


STAFF 


REPORTER 


While I was away on my vacation 
I took a lot of riding about my 
new modus viviendi."Jerdo", one 
of my friends said; "I couldn't 
believe it when I heard you 
donned the robe and joined the 
lay order of Friendship House 
in Harlem, It sounds like- a 
pretty long-haired way of life 
to mes" 


The French in mo budbled over, 
"Tonghaired", I shriéked, “Thats 
the last thing it is, Its boaue- 
tiful ane exciting and sad.and 
funny end pretty mad--but it's 
never 'longhaired',. I'll give 
you 2 description of my day just 
to prove it", “Okay, shoote- 
Mrs. Roosevelt"~-said my frignd, 


"To begin with", I said, "The 
very cadence of lifc in Herlem 
is vivid and colorful in its 
povcrty.. True, the poverty 
is drecd.and torrible, and al-~ 
though tears anc tragedy are vw- 
ry near the surface, there is 
fun enc laughter and music anj 
geiety and after a while it gets 
in your soul. 


‘Prom the moment. Marty's alarm 
gocs off at 7:45 in the morning 
life is exciting and full. We 


have a three-block dash for St. 
Marts and the 8:15 Mass; on the 
way, everydody speaks, and that 
gives you a warm happy reeling 
inside you. Then thereis some-~ 
thing indescribably bcautiful a- 
bout Mass at St. Mark's 

the people are so devout 
Sincere kneeling there in the 
dim church--and with Mass as 
the cornerstoné for the daye--- 
you can't miss, 


"Work startd at ten o'clock,and 
during the course of the day, a 
thousand and one things can 
happén and do, Three days a 
week, we give out clothing-~--~<- 
and those long lines of people 
are something. A hundred people 
waiting in line--waiting philoe 
sophically dnd patiently in the 
blazing sun, and even if ‘their 
faces sro tired and linod, even 
if they are very poor------they 
can still laugh, 


"There is never a dull moment 
in the Library------with people 
wondering in and out, the telee 
yhone ringitig, the clatter of 
typewriters, and e steady flow 
of visitors. ve run the gamut 
in the visitors who come to 
Friendship House. Prince and 
pauper, debutantes and nuns, 
the Cycrgy and the ‘Ambassadors 
of Godt«--they 411 scem to find 
their way to us, 


“Dinner time (or soup ct nite) 
and usually ovr long board table 
is full. . The conversation may 
range from the sublime to the 
ridiculous----from the 25th 
Chapter of Matthew on Charity-- 
to the struggles thet one of 
our Volunteer Workors is having 
---putting his eighty-year” old 
father through high school, 


"In the evening----just name it 
and you can have ite Some of 
us workee-some of us have 
classes with the youngsters~--- 
there are meetings to attende-«-~ 
people to visite-~group discuse 
Sione--picnics and parties, And 
most of us have learned the art 
of having a good: time on a 










































































































































































quarter. They say-the °'service 
of the Lord! is © joyful one---- 
and I guess it's true----because 
ve aré urbelievably° happy here 
at Friendship House, 


“And elways, there is the rest- 


less symphony of the street that 
--believe it or not lulls you to 
sleep. There's the rattle of 
the street car, and footsteps on 
the pavenent, and the murmur of 
voices, and all the strange 
sounds thet come out of the dark, 
All of it---thé pulsating life 
that is Harlem, and the work of 
Friendship House------ géts undor 
your skin cfter a while, and it 
becomes part of you. 


ily friend looked at-me--=-"Okay, 
Jerdo, you win", she said, 





THE BARONESS JOTS IT DOWN 


Mr. Wilkins is not happy.In fact 
he is . very unhappy man. Too 
many people in Harlem get buried 
in Potter's field, he was tell- 
ing meé the other day when I 
dropped in to have a document 
notarized; for Mr. Wilkins is 
both an underteker and a notary 
public, so hé ought to know, 


Sitting in a nice comfortable 
chai? in front of his esteblish-e 
ment, Slanked by two coffins-- 
one very smart, and one much 
less so-~he confided to me that 
only the other week*he was down 
to the City Morgue, and that, 

Wednesday and Friday %eing davs 
of burial from this gruesome es-~ 
tablishment, on both days he 
counted fiftvesix adults. and 
sevent-five children buried from 
there, And he roughly estimated 
thet the Harlem. Negro made up 
about twenty per cent of these, 


As he continued to philosophize 
on the reasons for the decliné 
of his once lucrative business, 
I was wondering what had happened 
to the once flourishing Catholic 
corporal work of mercy,the bury- 


‘ Of our Catholic 
come 'to Friendship Howse ‘every 





ing of the dead, And to my mind 
came again and again the sorrow- 
ful faces of the many relatives 
Negroes that 


week, begging for money to give 
a decent burial to those they 
love. 


And somehow at that- moment, as f 
wes Standing between thé two cof» 
fins, symbols of death, listen- 
ing to the . monotonots droning 
voice of Mr. Wilkins, léoking at 
the over-trowded street, teeming 
with life, I femembered one case 
in’ particular, of the young wife 
that had come to us a year ago-- 
She was about twerty-six and 
very tired-léoking, with a sor* 
of dead face,out of which tears 
ceased to:flow, and with her 


‘three children between the ages 


of five and nine.She didn't begs 
She simply stated that her huse 
band had died,and that unless she 
could find somsone to bury him 
the City would take him.She went 
on in that dead voice of hers 

“He was good to me,the father of 
my children,And I loved him so, 


I went with her “into an old tenee 
ment house,down,down some rickee 
ty steps, into a basement that 
was a maze of pipes and coils. A 
room had been made out of beae 
ver-board in a dark corner of 
that basgenent. And there on 


the béd, resting in his last 


Sleep, was the husband. He had 


‘died from oe B.'s Vhere was 


practically no food in the place 
end only a few rags ‘hung on 
nails, Poverty--dire, hopeless, 
galling poverty was apparent 
everywhere. A tiny picture of 
the Sacred Heart proclaimed them 
Catholics, 


There followed many hours of 
fruitless phoning. Vicent de 
Paul Society did not do any bore 
ing anymore. As everyone else, 
they were too busy caring for 
the living. Anda perhaps that 
was right? The undertaker wai 
not move the’ body unless someone 
paid him $25.00. The Police De~ 





eae ; twa: awe —_ sane - 


partment Was on my heels,wanting 
naturally, for sanitary reasons, 
to remove the body to the Mor@as, 
Through it all, the young wifé 
with the silent children sat, 
shedding no tears, her face a 
dead mask of sorrow---- 


Mr. Wilkins't voice was droning m 
He had reached now the point 
where he was giving me an ésti-~ 
mate of the cheapest burial,step 
by step. The coffins at my side 
weré upright as ever, It was 
‘hot, the street still teeming 
with life, and my mind was far 
away again. It-had crossed the 
centuries and gone back to the 
deys when whole orders of lay 
people wére dedicated to burying 
the dead, when women came from 
far and near to wash and fix the 
shell that so long with the soul 
had battled. I remembered os 
nother ddy when rich men and 
poor men, covering themselves with 
the anonymity of a cowl and 4a 
monk's dress, thought it a priv- 
ilege to carry the remains of 
what was once 2 man ora woman 
into their last resting place--- 
And at the cemetery; other men 
for the love of God, had  pre- 
pared a grdve, All of them did 
their duty, briefly and solemnly, 
as behooves the attendants o 

our Lady Death----= 


In cour modern highly industrial- 
ized civilization, there is nei- 
ther time, nor room, nor even 
perhaps a menory of the days 
when Christians started a work 


Next month, we 


will 


nt 


of mercy, to bury the dead, Why 
have we forgotten? And isn't it 
time we should remember?For the 
Catholic Church of the 20th 
Century surely is no different 
from that°of the 12th and 14th 
centurics. 


Mr. Wilkins was finishing his 
long tirade against bad times, 
"Yes, matam, it sure is tough 
on us in the business to see so 
many folks buried in potter! s$ 
field. It ain't right somehow, 
I*se just want to know what has 
happened", 


I felt that I could tell hin, 
but perhaps it would have been 
too long and too complicated. 
He saw in death’only a way of 
making a living, and I saw in 
death a way to once more prove 
our love of God,Could we undere 
stand each other? I don't know, 
And I wondered 4s I came” backe 
on the hustling,bustling, over 
crowded street----~- 


“Ah, not for us, dear Lord, to 
say 

‘How we shall serve------choose 
Thou the way} 

‘We only choose Thee to obey. 


"Speak, Lordg Anc when we hear 
Thy voice--- 

Whether it say to us 'Rejoice! 

Or ‘Weep! - Thy will shall be 
our choice.” 


continue our install~ 


ment on “CHRIST IN THE NEGRO" 
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